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| caws SMELL you 


Eid You fucking breeders. You, Fucking-Breeders! Know 
ч that when I walk past you Тат staring you down, 

Î planning the kidnapping of "your" child, plotting the 
destruction of your whitey family. Your smell is 
perfume, mine is sweat. Understand this difference - 
your life is covering up, mine, revealing, moreover, 
radiating. You raise "your" children: obscure their 
eyes, block their ears, stifle their alinguistic babble 
with a dead language, pull their hands from where 
they joyfully touch themselves. I will try to steal them 
from you. I want no child of "my own," I'll breed no 
skin and bones. Only hate апа subversion. Every 
child will receive gifts from me, none orders. You take | 
"your" child to the beach or mall with you, a prize to 
show other breeders. Proof positive that you, too, 
have produced a citizen. Dress the twins alike, 
videotape baby's first words, spend five hundred 
dollars on professional studio photographs. You make 
"your" child into still life. I promise to shatter that 
freeze frame. Be forewarned 


You ask why your children are committing 
suicide, you wonder why oh why are they not 
grateful for the life you have brought them to. But 
itis you who are killing your children - 
BREEDERS - you are so busy making babies 
that you don't realize that you are giving them 
slow death with your canned formula and jarred 
baby food and environmentally friendly cloth 
diapers, your rattles and baubles of all shapes 
and colors. You give your babies pacifiers - you 
breeders, after callously giving birth to them - you 
fill their mouths with plastic nipples, you won't 
even offer your own flesh! You shut them up and 
make them obey you until they hate you so much 
they begin slow decay from the inside out. WE 
are the ones who love your children - we don't 
own them, we lay no claims to their tabula rasa 
minds. We are children! And we resent having 
been bred by you! You breeders, you beaming 
proud parents, you think it's funny when Your 
Child screams IWISHIWASNEVERBORN. 
You Mothers and Fathers, you should listen to the 
child you have bred. We will kill you. 
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You fucking breeders. No bribe is good enough to 
convince me to give you a child. You want me to fuck 
and enjoy it, you would make me a deal: trade an 
orgasm for a baby. NO FUCKING WAY. I will not 
give you another housewife, another soldier, another 
executive. You propose to me that I could inculcate 
my ideas into this child, that my freakishness and 
insanity would spill over from me into the fragile 

child mind of my babe. THAT IS A LIE. I know your 
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whitey breeder system, your Leviathan. Itis in the air] . Ма 
and water, unavoidable, inescapable. I will produce | 
no "queer nuclear family" - the contradiction tears f АЙ 
itself in half! Queerness is not one of your simulated 
values, if you try to possess it, it will poison you and а 
we will wrench it back. Have ће word if you want, 
assimilate my term. I don't care, ГИ call myself Freak. 
Crazie. Insane. Past the boundary and so far into the 
Wilderness that you can't have me or a child you 


would tell me is "mine." 
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Fuck you. Fuck You. Fuck You. Fuck You. FUCK YOU. 
Iremember those words, I learned them in the halls of High 
School USA, where I choked on the entrails of the Dead 
Worm Octopus DeadAmerica Leviathan. I heard and I saw, I 
was made machine so I became Camera. I recorded the 
Junior Breeders, preparing for Marriage and Eternal Suture, 
exchanging gifts of a predetermined monetary value, and, 
the rumor went, FUCKING. These images I have stored are 
mirrored before me now; the adults are simply more adept at 
covering up. The whitey breeder system reaches a tentacle 
my way; it takes the form of a pleasantly asked question, a 
request for assurance and affirmation. I know the language 
trap all too well, though. I recognize it from the day I 
dislodged it from my choking throat, covered in the mucus I 
secreted around it in an attempt to breathe, to survive. I have 
studied the old recordings made by my blind eyes and deaf 
ears. I see the Trap in them, embryonic, microbial. I WILL 
NOT SPEAK YOUR BREEDER TONGUE, FOR I HAVE 
SEEN THE DEATH IT CARRIES. 

7 


| how can i Worship my womb as more important 
| than the rest of my body? how can i..., knowing 
that any offspring it might bear would be 
mistreated, manipulated and miserable, poisoned 
by this culture and its moribund social 
conditioning, taboos, pollution, fragmentation? 
how can i celebrate the organ which turns my 
body into a commodity, the organ that enables me 
to fulfill my predesignated cultural role? how can 


Па + В tn, E Б 
| find joy in Motherhood - the control апа: 
possession of another being, who will become 
just as disconnected and splintered as i was and ,.. 
am, myself in miniscule mirrored form, another @ 
* breathing fireinthebelly individual, alive and 
suffering cultural torture - all for the sake of 
proclaiming my own goodness as woman? i love 
ту children - that is why i will never give birth to 
em. 
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One adult way of viewing children is as 
little dependents—as timid, clinging 
creatures looking to their parents for 
guidance and for protection against a 
world full of evils. Tiigsnihiinskumuasano- 


was the autocrat of the breakfast table, 
and of the lunch and dinner table too. 


«заел сузуу аџ- 
toque any есек сесы 
~ кышкылын: Parents have thought up many ways of 
ры TET т indulging their vanity, and a favorite 
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method is to present their children, par- 
ticularly little girls, as leaders of fash- 
ion. The smart junior miss is admirable 
in herself; more important, she attracts 
admiration to her proud parents. 


The good example was clearly un- 
derstood in millions of 18th Century 
homes: in return for parental guidance, 
protection and love, the child gave un- 
questioned obedience to every paren- 
tal wish. The child's duty was to be 
seen and not heard, not because he 
was a potential nuisance but because 
attentive silence helped him absorb the 
wisdom flowing from parental lips. Ti 


alintana to make 

и NISL little girls look as though they were al- 
уе? possession, Wempistaro| ways about to climb into a limousine 
У мо => and head for а lavish birthday party. 
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бор kasa sin 
ет People do not want a like- 
ness, they want an idealization that will 


fill in their inadequacies.” 
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You tell me Iam МАМ, I have inherited **Male 

| Privilege**, you whisper (in a rush of cigar breath) from the 
Urinal where you stand pissing, COCK firmly in hand. I am 
at the sink, incredulously washing my face, trying to clear 
my eyes. I think I can focus now, and I do not recognize you, 
MAN, as one of my own. I never knew you as fellow 
Breeder, I renounced your Whitey language and am busy 
trying to escape your Leviathan Culture. Oh, but this is 
irreducible, you'd tell me, confidently pointing to my 
EQUIPMENT, asking me to take it in hand (as you do before 
the Urinal) to prove my maleness to myself. 


Ican show you something, if you are searching 
surfaces. My ears are different. Neither one is more "mine," 
more Me. I am not One. My penis is not my center. I am not 
in orbit around it. With lucidity comes the realization: what 
this Men's Room refers to has no base in me that I will 
respect or recognize. Look around, you fucker. You are dead 
The Men's Room will be your filthy, stinking grave. 


The sound of traffic and adolescent girls and middle-aged 
men drowns out the words | want to whisper. The exhaust 
fumes, the toxins in the rain squeeze between us and force 
every individual into their own armor. 


To enter this space, through mechano-arterial highways, is to 
slowly stop breathing familiar air. АП our worst suspicions 
are proven true: breathing is compromised, as conversation 
and glances soon will be. 


| refuse your home-in-the-suburbs daily-commute bullshit. 
You enter piss-scented holes in the ground, board subway 
cars packed inhumanly in a rush to get to Work. Your eyes 
are wide, falsely awake, as you desperately clutch your 
caffeine-filled travel mugs. You are ready to be productive 
slaves at your Holy Jobs. | refuse your coffee and your 
briefcases, your pantyhose and umbrellas. | will not join you 
in celebration of the Three Day Weekend. (Crazy Ladies ride 
the buses, talking to themselves. Perhaps ! am one of those 
women.) 


We are at war, Citizen; remember this. I am only in your 
company under coercion, or perhaps out of my own 
confusion. I know you to be a cog in the fortress you inhabit, 
a soldier in its dead armies, a part of the inertial force that 
seeks to take me with it, to consume me by sheer crushing 
mass. Your glazed eyes and resigned countenance are 
sucking me into a routine, be it opposition or participation, a 
vacuum-packed role in this labyrinth. This city is a machine: 
I call it Gun, Killing Machine, leveled at my midsection and 
pressed in menacingly. I cannot know you, Citizen, because 
you have given up Life to join this Death March. This is how 
Ihave come to despise a stranger. 
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